Beaten in a Horſe Race 
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The Wager was laid on aniold ſcrubbed Norſe, 

By which he ſuſtained this terrible loſs ; 

His Guineas are gone without any remorſe - 
Oh ! the Baker now, ſorrowful Baker now, 
For hundred Guineas has boſs. 


'It ſeems he was prodigal, eager and hor, 
And ſince he has met with fo fatal a lot, 
*T was well if the Money was honeſtly got : 
Oh! the Baker now, prodigal Baker now, 
Four hundred Guintas has loft. 
Betimes in the Morning the Race was begun, 
From Shoreditcb to Warg the old Ho! ſe was to run; 
And then back again 3 it was inſtantly done : 
Oh ! the Baker now, &c. 
Four bundred, &C. 


The like of this Wager ſure never was ſeen, 
Full four hundred Guineasagainſt ſeventeen, 


The Baker he ventur'd ; now, what did be mean : 


Ob! the Baker now, &c. 
For hundred, &C. 
This Horſe he was loaded with many long Years, 
But ah ! how he pranced and prick'd up his Ears, 
In order, to pay off the Baker's Arrears : 
Ob! the Baker now, &C. | 
Fowr hundreds GC. 


to repleniſh their ſtore : 
CC. 


Four bundred, &C, | \ 
We make no greatqueſtion but ſome of the reſt; 
By whom all the Winter the Poor was oppreft ; 
May, by their owa follies, . 

Oh ! the Baker now, &c. 

Four hundred, &c. : 
The Gold which he has ſo unluckily lay'd, 
And loſt. if it had been lay'd out of Trade ; 


Oh! the Baker now, &c. 


z onthe Twelfth of April, be baving layd Four bun 
.. dred Guineas to Seventeen, which Wager he lo, to the 
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 faltion of the People. The Tune, O brave Popery, JO 


bewray their own Neſt 


Some Millions of halfpenny Rowls would have mad: 


Feur hundred, &C. 


The Bakers of late merry lives they have led, 


Who rowled in Money by raifing of Bread, 
But this amongſt many is worthily ſpread: 
Oh! the Baker tow, &C. | 
Forr hundred, &C. 


| Thope he now bas enough of a Race, 
Since there is few or none now that pities his caſe, 


But e*ry one fliggers and laughs in his Face : 
Oh ! the Bakey nw, &c. 
Four hundred, &c. 


Since he has more Money than many of us; 
And therefore the Bakee was proud of his Purſe, 


 Orelſe he would neyer have ventured thus : 


Oh! the Baker now, prodigal Baker now, 
Four hundred Guineas bas bot. 


This Money it might have been better imploy'd, 

Then thus to be loſt in a Galloping ride ; 

But what ſhall we ſay, it may pull down tis pride: 
Oh! the Baker now, Meal-men and Bakers now, 
Never lay Wagers like him. © Sefryes 


0424-4 +... Lendons Printed AY Se Aer, at the Unicorn in Leether-lene. "(Exe 


<———— 


| 


( /630-79) 


